I have heard Mr. Wilson say that when he was at study,
was so intent at it when the bed was made, or so, he heeded it
not nor perceived it, was so totus in hoc [absorbed]; and would
sometimes be goeing out without his hatt on.
He was by no means a spruce man, not a Dr. Smirke, but
most negligent in his dresse. As he was walking one day in
St. James's parke, his hatt up, his cloake halfe on and halfe
off, a gent, came behind him and clapt him on the Shoulder
and sayd, Well goe thy wayes for the veriest scholar that ever
I mett with.
He was a strong man, but pale as the Candle he studyed by.
His pill (an opiate, possibly Matthews his pil) which he
was wont to take in Turkey, which was wont to doe him good,
but he took it preposterously at Mr, Wilson's, the Saddlers,
neer Suffolk House, where he was wont to lye and where he
dyed, and 'twas the cause of his death.
As he laye unravelling in the agonie of death, the Standers-
by could hear him say softly, I have seen the Glories of the world.